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Scene III. 
There lies the man, whoſe de-ds Jhall ever ſhine 
In Flanders, France, and all along the Rhine; 
But here, through raſhneſs, he eclips'd 'em all, 
And by his folly wrought Hibernia's fall. 
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AUGHRINM; 
OR, THE 
Fall of Monſieur St. Ruth. 
A 


T. K #:9-$ -D*Y. 
By Mr. ROBERT ASHTON. 
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ro WHICH 13 PRAEFIXED, 


An Hiſtorical Account of the Battle 4 
Aughrim. HEE 


Since Heav'n, that did our Nature firft create, | 
Has fince ordain'd all Men muft bend to au: * 
So is it alhſi by our Stars decreed, 

The Hero by the Force wE War flall bleed: 
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STRABRANE: 
PRINTED r Joun BELLE V. u. cc. LZ Xv. 


EXTRACT from the Hisroxy of IRELAND, 
relative to the memorable Battle which was the 
Occaſion of this TRAGEDY., 


T. Rvurn thinking himſelf ſecure, and believ- 
S ing the beſiegers to have entirely relinquiſhed 
the deſign, ſent three of his worſt regiments during 
that very night the council of war had been held, 
to relieve the over fatigued garriſon. [Speaking of 
Athlone.] 
hut this being the caſe, when all things were ſe- 

cretly prepared for the aſſault, a body of two thou- 
ſand men was ordered to attempt the paſſage of the 
river, whilſt others mounting the walls oppoſite to 
the enemy, were prepared to cover the deſign by 
keeping an inceſſant fire upon them. Then the 
Engliſh with a great ſhout ſuddenly entered the ri- 
ver, and aſter a ſmart diſpute, made their paſſage 
good, attacked the town in ſeveral parts, and cut 
off the communication with St. Ruth's army, which 
the Iriſh perceiving, abandoned the place, ſhifting as 
well as poſſible for their ſafety, while thoſe from 
whom they expected relief were marching too ſlowly 
to their aſſiſtance, and ſeeing the guns of the town 
now preparing to be turned againſt them, ſpeedily 
retreated, and breaking up their camp, withdrew in 
great haſte to Avghrim. ; 


Ginkle had received authority from William to * 


publiſh a pardon for all ſuch of the Iriſh as choſe to 
take the benefit of it ; but for reaſons beſt known by 
kimſelf, the Dutchman had delayed till now no pro- 
poſe it. As ſoon as it was known, numbers who were 
diſperited by the late misfortune, took the advantage 
of 1t, and this circumſtance, as well as the reproaches 
of thoſe who remained, determined St. Ruth to alter 
his plan of a defenſive war, and ſet the fate of Ire- 
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land upon the iſſue of a battle, while he had yet 
the means left bim of aſſembling an army where- 
with to make one general effort. 

To this purpoſe he drew together the garriſons he 
had ſtationed 1n * neighbouring towns, to the num- 
ber of about twefky-five thouſand men, with whom 
he had reſolved to ſace the enemy. He had encamp- 
ed this army on a height in a line which had extend- 
ed two miles; half a mile from the front below was 
a bog with two paſſages, one of which led to the 
Tight; the other to the left of his camp. The paſ- 
aage on the left opened into a corn field, in which, 
however, only four battalions could form a front. 
Farther on were difficult grounds, and the ruins of 
the caftle of Aughrim, where cannon were placed. 
The paſſage to the right opened upon ground that 
was wider, but yet afforded not room for an army. 
The ſpace between theſe two pafſages was filled with 
hedges and ditches which were lined with troops, 
and the remainder of the army was ranged upon the 
bights before the camp. 

Ginkle having ſpent a week in refreſhing his troops 
at Athlone, followed with the Engliſh army to 
Aughrim, from whence his approach being diſcern- 
ed even whilſt at a great diſtance, St. Ruth took all 
precaution to form his troops, in order to prepare 
them fos his receptton. He himſelf made a ſpeech 
to animate them; the prieſts ran through all the 

ranks, cauſing the men to ſwear upon the ſacra- 
ment that they would not deſert. their colours, and 
uſing every argument to inſpire them with courage, 
that the love of their religion, or regard for their , 
own honor and that of their country could dictate. 

This was indeed a moſt remarkable ſituation; for 
now once more was the fate of Ireland brought to a 
crifis.—Now was the fate of William and of 2 
in that country to be determined, as well as that of 


the Proteſtant and the Catholic intereſt. The eyes 


| wo. ay 
of all were upon this great event, and both parties 
prepared themſelves accordingly. 

The Engliſh army in two diviſions marched to the 
right and left of the bog, bended towards each other 
with a deſign of flanking the enemy, and joining on 
the riſing ground, while St. Ruth, who ſtood upon 
the heights ſuffered them to paſs the bog without in- 
terruption, intending to attack the two bodies ſepa- 
rately, before they thould be in a condition to aſſiſt 
each other. For this purpoſe, when he found the 
left wing of the Engliſh had advanced into the open 
ground, he diſpaiched moſt of his cavalry in order 
to ſtrengthen his right. On this general Mackay 
adviſed Ginkle to draw off part of his right wing to 
the left, and in the interim ſounding the bog, and find- 
ing it not impaſſable, he ordered part of his troops 
to paſs through it to the corn field on the left, and 
there to keep their ſtation without prefling upon the 
enemy, till he ſhould be ready to flank them. And 
at the ſame time general Talmaſh marched before, 
in order to attack the eaſtle of Aughrim. But theſe 
troops whit Mackey had ordered to remain inactive 
forgot the injunQion, and advanced towards the 
line of hedges, where they were received by the Iriſh ' 
with a briſk fire. The latter, however, at length 
retired, in order to draw their enemies on, and the 
ſtratagem ſucceeded ; for the Engliſh eagerly pur- 
ſued. till by means of the communication the Irith 
had made between the hedges, they found themſelves 
ſurrounded, and fired upon at once in their front, 
flanks, and rear, while their general, who had not 
yet overcome the difficulties of the broken \ "oy 
could not give them any aſſiſtance. This ſalſe ſtep 
was like to have occaſioned an entire defeat of that 
wing; for the ſoldiers, thus embarraſſed, were obli- 
ged to-give way on all ſides; ſome retiring with 
precipitation to the corn field, whilſt others even 


fled back through the bog, — This was a very 
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diſagreeable ſpeQacle to the Engliſh generals, who 
as ſoon as they could diſencumber themſelves, bent 
all their forces to that quarter, where their friends 
were diſtreſſed, while St. Ruth, viewing from his 
heights the embarraſſment of the enemy, threw his 
hat up three times into the air and ſhouted for joy, 
giving thoſe about him the aſſurances of what he 
thought a certain victory. 

But the conſideration of the ſhame, and ſtill more 
of the danger of the defeat, worked upon the Eng- | 
liſh, that having ſurmounted the firſt difficulty, they 
not only kept their ground, but after a ſmart ſtrug- 
gle advanced upon the enemy. The wary St. Ruth 
now finding the ſcene was about to change, and ob- 


- ſerving the two diviſions of the enemy to the right 


and left gathering upon the riſing ground, reſolved 
with all ſpeed to Hey the junction. Prepar- 
ing therefore himſelf to deſcend with a ſtrong body 


* of horſe from the heights, where he had hitherto 


remained, Now, ſaid he, wil! ] drive the Engli/h to 
the very gates of Dublin. 
He had reſolved to fall upon the enemy in a dan- 
gerous hollow way, through which they were to 
paſs; but in his way he was lain by a cannon- ball, 
which ſo diſheartned his ſoldiers that they firſt 
halted and afterwards fled ; nor could Sarsfield, who 
was ſecond in command, when they were rallied 
give any ſuccour to the army, ſince having been at 
enmity with St. Ruth, he knew nothing of that ge- 
neral's plans or diſpoſitions. The whole Iriſh army 
was now divided into three bodies, neither of which 
knew what plan they were to act upon, while the 
two diviſions of Ginkle's army, conduQed by their 
generals, who ſti]] kept that uniform diſpoſition with 
which they had at firſt ſet out, and which alone 
could procure them victory, of verging towards each 
other, found themſelves every moment nearer attain- 


ing their end, and the body of Englifh- appointed 


( ix ) 
to paſs the hollow way having compaſſed their de- 
fign, began to attack their ennemies in flank, who 
were totally unable to prevent them; which perceiy- 
ing, after a ſtruggle that was in vain, they fled with 
2 and abandoned the field to the Eng- 
iſh, who gained a compleat victory, which howe- 
ver they ſullied by their cruelty in granting no quar- 
ter to the yanquiſhed, who loft about ſeven thou- 
ſand men in the action and purſuit, together with 
their tents, baggage, and military ſtores, which fell 
into the hands of the enemy, whole loſs amounted 
to little more than ſeven hundred lain in battle, 

It is hig ly probable that the Engliſh owed this vice 
tory to the death of the French general, who though 
he was but ill beloved by the Iriſh, and had loſt them 
Athlone, was yet a good general, as James well knew 
when he ſent him to take the command. Nor would 
even the loſs of him have been attended with ſuch 
fatal conſequences to the Iriſh, if the diſputes be- 
tween him and Sarsfield had not prevented the latter 
from being acquainted with the diſpoſitions of the 
former. After all, it muſt be allowed, that the Iriſh 
made a moſt gallant reſiſtance, as long as there was any 
probability of ſucceſs, and therefore deferved to be 
treated as a valiant enemy. win 

Limerick being the only place of any confiderable 
ſtrength remaining in the hands of the Iriſh, thither 
the fugitives retreated, and thither Ginkle prepared 
to follow them. taking all the places which Jay in 
the way, and Galway among the reſt, the gariſon of 
which town were permitted, by the articles of capi- 
tulation, to retire to Limerick, where in all likelihood 
they were of more diſſervice than uſe to their coun- 
trymen that were cooped up within the limits of 
that place. | 


| . To His EXCELLENCY 


] O HN, Lord, Carteret, 


| Lord Lieutenant General, and Gene- 
ral Governor of Ireland. 
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May it pleaſe your Excellency, 

T is not without paying the greateſt 

Reſpect due to Your great Birth and 
Quality, that I preſume to lay this Tra- 
gedy, the firſt Fruits of my Labour, at 
your Lordſhip's Feet, and at the ſame 
Time beg your noble Protection, to a 
Work ſo meanly perform'd. This memo- 
rable Battle, on which the Fate of Ireland 
then depended, was fought on Sunday, 
July, the 12th, 1691. The Effects of 
which, was the entire Subverſion of Po- 
pery and arbitrary Power; and, ſurely, 
an Action which acquir'd ſo much Glory 
to the Engliſh Nation ought not to be 
forgot, when Matters of far leſs Moment 
are daily adapted to the Stage. This, 
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my Lord, and your Lordſhip's ſhining 
Character, embolden'd me to undertake 
this Play, wherein the Honour of ſeveral 
of Your Lordſhip's Countrymen are very 
nearly concerned: That your Excellency 
may therefore, with your illuſtrious Con- 
ſort and ſhining Off ſpring, be the-laſting 
Glories of Poſterity, and ſhine in the re- 
moteſt Annals of the Earth, to be a 
peculiar Pattern to ſucceeding Ages 
ſhall be the Prayers of, 


My Lok p, 
Your Excellency's 
Moſt Obedient, Humble, 
And Devoted Faithful Servant, 


ROBERT ASHTON. 


— — 4 AD IS. — 


— 2 4 =2Y 


— Ye ͤ —— — — —— — — — 


T O 
Mr. ROBERT AS HT ON, 


On his Play of the BATTLE of AUGHRIM. 


HEN youth appears ſo ſoon in queſt of fame, 
And as a ſportſman bravely meets his aim, 
The herd of critics for a ſhare contend, 
And find ſuch faults they know not how to mend; 
Whilſt as an eagle ſoaring in the fky, 
You dare their ſpleen, and all their rage defy, 
For, Sir, with greateſt pleaſure I ſurvey 
Athens eclips'd by this your tragic play : 
The plot ſo noble, and in ev'ry line, 
Both wit and eloquence peculiar ſhine. 
Here we may view, how in a crimſon field, 
Britain's dread ſons taught France and Rome to yield, 
Withſtood their ſurv in Hibernia's cauſe : 
And ſurely ſuch a theme deſerves applauſe. 
Then Asurox, perſevere, and Fame purſue, 
Court her, well plea+'4 ſhe ſeems to yield to you; 
Embrace the taſk, and in the end you'll find, 
That Honour waits to crown a ſtudious mind. 
The amorous lark, who firſt receives it's breath 
Within ſome verdant turf low on the earth, 
Aſſuming ſtrength, her +nton breaſt ſhe heaves, 
And from her neſt the lui:y ſkv ſurveys, ; 
Then claps her wings, and ftrives to fly in vain, 
The little ſongſter's forc'd to fall again; 
But ſtriving fill, and taking better care, 
She ſoars aloft, and moun:s into the air. 
So may you riſe with fame, and ſtill excel, 


And your chief glory be in writing well, 


CuARLES UsneR, T. C. D. 


D. 


PROLOGUE 

b crave your audience, judges of the age, 
Whilft a renowned flory mounts our flage ; 

Heroic deeds, and Aughrim's glorious fight, 
With war and bloodſhed, ſwell our ſcenes to-night. 
Never did Ceſar do an action bolder : 
And was our Author but a little older, 
Not Pempey's triumphs, nor great Scipio's fame, 
Could once compare with glorious WILLIAM'r name. 
'Tis true, the Iriſh fund to their oof 
They fought that battle bravely which they loft ; 
Even like Hectors for a time they flood, 
And ere they ran, they dy'd the field in blood : 
Nor great Pharſalia, nor the Africk coafl, 
Could ever yet fo great a wonder boaſt. 
But fhould the play fall fort, upen my truth, 
You may impute it to our Author's youth ; 
Scarce tender twenty ! faith a childifh age, 
To bring ſo great a Jubje on the flage. 
Then eritics judge with temper as you fit, — 
Nor let your 2 4 over-ruls your wit, 
For if you do, by Fowe. we'll damn your pit. 
Sit not like dogs in hay, pie d to damn, 
That will not eat. nor ſuffer (le who can: 
For ſure you would b» bold, Jhrild'f you pretend 
To damm @ play that Carrere! wil! difend. 
No critics, rather firft in duty riſe, 
Ard ſpeak Lora rxteret's wirtues ty the ties; 
Let all our cannon. iti their ſmoke convey 
His Mining glories the ambient ſes : 
O ſpeak his fame to 1114 remoteſll iſle, 
Even to Fuphrates, «ar the famous Nile; 
And may Hibern/a lng ay a friend, 
Like him, ts ſlie lier gs and defend. 
Now to the Ladies we ſutni! the cauſe, 
And from their eyes expect & gain applauſe ; 


xiv . e 
Ter at the firſt our Author took a care, 

To find a little Ive to pleaſe the fair. 

Then, Ladies, pray do juſtice every way, | 
Pity his youth, and flrive te ſave his play: ; 
But if it muſt be damn'd, why damn away. 


— 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


ME N. 


Baron de Ginkle, General of the Engli/A. 
Marquis Ruvigny, 


General Talma/h, | Engliſi Generah. 
General Mackay, | | 


Colonel Herbert | | 
Colonel Earles, ; | 3 Ergliſſi Colonels. 


Monſieur St. Ruth, General of the Iri/h. 


Sarsfield, Lord Lucan, 
Go Dorringten, ig Generals, 


Colonel Talbot, 


Colonel Cerdan O' Neal, n Colonels, * 
A young Engli/h Gentle- 


man of Fortune in love 

Sir Charles Godfrey, & with Col. Talbots Daugh- 
ter, and a Volunteer in 
the IriA Army. 


WOMEN. | 
Jemina, Col. Talbot's 3 
Lucinda, Wife to Col. Herbert. 
With Officers, Soldiers, Meſſengers, Guards, and At- 
| tendants. 


SCENE, The lriſh Camp, near Athlone. | 
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SCENE, A Camp. 


The Play opens with a martial Sound of Kettle Drums 
and Trumpets behind the Scenes; after which the 
Curtain riſes and diſcovers St. Ruth, Lord Sars- 
field, and Colonel Gordon O'Neal, as fitting. in 
Council ; They riſe and come forward. 


ST. RuTH. — 


Ecure brave Sarsfield, in our camp we lye, 
And from our lines the Britiſh ſorce defy, 
Though in their cauſe both Datch and Danes do join; 
To boaſt their dear bought conqueſt of the Boyn. 
From yonder hill, my Lord, I can ſurvey 
Some great rejoicing in their camp to-day, 
For in the air I could behold afar, 
Their enſigns waving in the pomp of war, 
Their cannon firing, and the ſmoke ariſe, 
And with __ CO reach the ſkies. 
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Believe me, Sir, theſe Whiggiſh winds do bring 
Some lying packet from their Orange King, 

The vicious allies do ſome ſort Lak 

Or elſe their fleet has cannonaded Breſt ; 

But let their arms in Flanders ſo proceed, 

By us the fam'd Hibernia ſhall be freed. 

Our Flower de Luce and Harp we will diſplay 
To fright thoſe wolves and lion cubs away, 
Thoſe Nun-contemners, that pollute the foil, 
And grow both fat and wanton with their ſpoil; 
For which great Lewis anxious of the land, 
Hath ſent me here your army to command. 

Sars We ſtand indebted to the Chriſtian King, 
Next, Sir, to you, who do thoſe ſuccours bring. 

[ Bowwing, 
Long may you live in martial pomp to wield, 
A hero's ſword, the truncheon, or the ſhield. 
You ſee our King and race of prieſts are ſent, 
With all their — ay into baniſhment ; 
Our ftate is ſunk, and now on every ſide, 
The Pope and Triple Crown are both deny'd. 
Our foe the metropolitan commands, 
And all the power is wreſted from our hands, 
No garriſon we hold to call our own, 
But Galway, Limerick, and ſtout Athlone, 
Which you, my Lord, have ſeen from yonder ground, 
With Britiſh forces quite beleagur'd round ; 
From whence our letters ſay, that every morn 
They ſtand in danger of a general ſtorm, 

O'Neal. Fear not, my Lord, but ſcorn the Revolu- 
And like great Cato {mile at perſecution. (tion, 
When that brave Roman found his aged hand, 

No longer could defend his native land, 
Again himſelf the fatal {word he drew, 
And with it pierc'd his guihleſs body through, 
Then let us, Sir, like him diſdain to fly, 

But dig our graves in honor ere we die, 

Or like true honeſt ſouls retrieve our liberty. 
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St. Ruth. There ſpoke the genius of the common- 


weal, 
A thought ſo noble ſuits the great O'Neal : 
Thy predeceffors with heroic fame, 
Once quell'd Erthugiſes the haughty Dane, 
When he in rhingh lay encamp'd between 
The hill of Tarah and the lofty Screen; - 
They croſs'd the Boyn, and in the dead of night 
Slew all his guards, and put his troops to flight, 
Leſt ſome as tygers weltering all in gore, 
And drove the remnant to their ſrozen ſhore; 
Thus, like brave ſouls, by one courageous ſtroke, 
They freed Hibernia from the Daniſh yoke. 
Then ſhall a ſoul like your's be-kept in awe 
By England's power, or their proud Naſſau? 
No—ftay—his crown ſhall fal 
Nay his dominions moulder by degrees, _ 
As leaves in Autumn with'ring off the trees. 
James ſhall return, and with great pomp reſtore . ) 
Our Romiſh worſhip to the land once more, 
And drown theſe Hergic in crimſon gore. 
Sars, om that day comes, which I moſt wiſh to 
ee, 
We'll ſtrip the branches from their Orange tree, 
Lop down his boughs, whilſt this true Iriſh hand 
Shall ſcourge thoſe Engliſh vipers off the land; 
Then ſhall our Monks and Jeſuits all return, 
And holy incenſe on our altars burn, 
Whoſe arduous ſmoke ſhall penetrate the air, 
| { 4 Hern ſounds within. 
St. Ruth. Hark ! a poſt arrives, who does ſome meſ- 
ſage bear. 
Enter a Poff. 
Pot. With news important from Athlone I'm ſent, 
Be pleas'd to ſhew me to the General's tent. 
Sars. Behold the General, there your meſſage tell. 
St. Ruth. 3 your meſſage, are our friends all 
We 


B 3 


18 BATTLE OF AUGHRIM. 


. Peſt. Pardon me, Sir, the fatal news I bring, 
Like vultyge's poiſon, every heart ſhall ſting, 
Athlone is loſt withaut your timely aid, 
At fix this morning an aſſault was made, 
When under ſhelter of the Britith cannon, .. 
Their grenadiers in armour took the Shannon: 
Led by brave Captain Sandys, who with fame 
Plung'd to his middle in the rapid ftream : 
He led them through, and with undaunted ire, 
He gain'd the bank in ſpite of all our fire; 
Being bravely follow'd by his grenadiers, 
Though bullets flew like hail about their ears, 
And by this.time they enter uncontroul'd. 
St. Ruth. Dare all the force of England be ſo bold, 
T' attempt to ſtorm ſo ſtrong a town, when [ 
With all Hibernia's ſons of war am nigh ? 
Return; and if the Britons dare purſue, 
Tell them St. Ruth is near, and that will do. 
Bear back this, anſwer, friend, from whence you 
came, 
'+ Pol. Your aid would do much better than your 
"lt name, 
1 [ Afide, and Exit. 
| if Sars. Send ſpeedy ſuccours and their ſate prevent, 
| You know not yet what Britons dare attempt. 
| 


I know the Engliſh fortitude is ſuch, 

To boaſt of nothing, though they hazard much, 

No force on earth their fury can repel, 

1 Nor would they fly from all the devils in hell. 

| St. Ruth. Name them no more, my Lord, but pray 

bi} 0 forbear, f 

i T will not aid them by my name I ſwear; 
Tis but a ſcoff, a ridicule, to try 

| | Would Toutbrave em in the victory. 
| a 
| 
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Dare Britiſh force attempt to make them yield, 
When as the Sultan I command the field. 

Sars. Boaſt not, my Lord, but rather take a view 
Of what thoſe Britons did in France ſubdue, 


4A T RN AG B D Y3 19 
See what their Edward did on Creſſy plain, 
Or where at Poictiers he the field did gain; 
Then ſay, will &er thoſe Zritons fear your name? 
Though I'm their foe, I muſt eſpouſe ſo far+ 
The Engliſh honor in the feats of war, 
To ſay, with glory they would rather die, 
Ere they with ſhame would from a million fly. 


Enter Colonel TALBOT. 


St. * mos Colonel Talbot, thy victorious 
and, 
Nurtur'd in arts of war, can beſt command : 
Thou [Iriſh Scipio, let your word atone, 
Pronounce your thoughts, ſay, ſhall we aid Athlone? 
Talb. Pardon me, Sir, I fear it's paſt your aid, | 


For from a riſing ground I now ſurvey'd 
The Britiſh ſtandard on the walls diſplay' d: 
No further confirmation need you crave, 
That town is loſt which you deny'd to ſave. 
Sars. _ my Lord, what Eagliſh hearts 
can do. 
St. Ruth. They dare not, Sir, the news cannot be 
true, 
Talb. "IS true, by Heav'n! you'll find it to your 
oſs, 
I ſaw the walls o'erſpread with George's crofs, 
And with remorſe, juſt as a pointed dart 
Or a dread thunder-bolt, it pierc'd my heart : 
This I beheld, and heard their cannon roar ; 
I turn'd my back, and would behold no more. 


Enter Major-General Doznincron. 


Der. Misfortune, death, and horror! oh, the grief! 
Athlone is loft, and now is paſt relief; 
The flying ſoldiers from the town do run, 
And now for ſhelter to the camp they come, 
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St. Ruth. Then it is ſurely taken paſt a doubt; 
Haſte, order my guards to march and beat 'em out. 
Sars. Eaſily ſaid, could they as ſoon obey, 
We'd make the ſcellums for their entrance pay; 
But yet | fear, in an unlucky hour, 
They will not fly from you, nor all your power. 
Dor. The works that ſace our camp are yet entire, 
And now their guns againſt our tents they fire; 
Except we ſtraight decamp by your command, 
There's not a tent in all our lines can ſtand. 
St. Ruth. Then loiter not, but ſound to arms on 
ſight, 
Decamp and march to Milton, paſs to night, 
And in good order all to Aughrim fly, 
For there's the ſpot on which Pl} chooſe to die, 
Or by the dint of {word my fortune try. 
Haſte, {ee the tents be ſtruck, and all things done, 
And draw them off without the beat of drum. 
[Exeunt Dorrington, Talbot and O'Neal. 
Sars. Be calm my ſouff thy ſwelling ſpleen aſſuage, 
And curb the boiling madneſs of my rage; 
Now let the earth be in a chaos hurl'd, 
While earthquakes riſe and overthrow the world, 
Let gloomy vapours veil the dufky air, 
And let all mankind fink beneath diſpair, 
Let Sol and Cynthia now withdraw their light, 
And let the ſtars no longer rule the night, | 
But let the courſe of nature be extinguiſh'd quite. 
Oh, Heavens! Athlone is loſt, that lovely — 
The pride of empire, and the throne of ſtate, 
Thy ſons are ſlaughter'd, and thy walls betray'd, 
Becauſe that traitor would not ſend thee aid; 
But l'll revenge the wrong, and he ſhall fall, 
The crime is great, though the revenge is ſmall. 
[ Drawvs. 
Come, draw——and let your ſword afford your 
heart relief, 


| Sr. Ruth. Conſider, Sarsfield, | am here your chief. 


\ 
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Your country's ruin would attend our ſtriſe. 
Sars. No thought but that alone could ſave your 
life ; [Puts up. 
That binds my ſword, or, by the Lord, I ſwear, 
I'd ſend your ſoul to wallow in diſpair. h 
St. 1 28 ſend my ſoul ! there I conjure you 
014, 
For know, proud traitor, you are now too bold; 
Deteſted from my camp you ſhall be driven, 
Without the hopes of finding aid from Heaven. 
Sars. You dare not drive me, nor will I obey, 
Yet know, curſt mongrel, here Iwill not ſtay 
Pl! quit your camp, then ſhall you ſurely find, 
There's not an Iriſh ſoul will ſtay behind; 
Then with the remnant of my choſen band, 
I'll drive vour frog devourers off the land. 
My eyes like baſiliſks ſhall dart you through, 
Then will I next the Britiſh power ſubdue ; 
Without your aid, I will their foree defeat, 
To free my country, and my loſt eſtate : 
Mean while, let vengeance, war, and public ſhame, 
Trace your damn'd ſelf, your country, and your 


St. RuTu, ſolus. 


Se. Ruth. Inſulted, and abandon'd ! Oh, ye gods! 
Did ever man meet ſuch unequal odds ! 
Sent by my King to ſave a ſtubborn crew, 
Who with perdition would my life purſue. 
But hold, my heart, diſpel theſe timorous fears, 
For lo, O'Neal and Dorrington appear. 


Enter DoxzinGToNn, Tarlzor, «and O'Nzart. 


O'Neal. Your orders are obey'd, my Lord; the 
right | 
Detachment of your horſe is out of ſight ; 
- 


A. — — 


— 
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Your leſt, the centre, and the royal train, 
Are on their march, and have forſook the plain, 
St. Ruth. Succeſs attend 'em, but, O'Neal, | fear 
The boiſterous ſurges of our fate are near ; 
A gleam of horror does my vitals damp, 
I fear Lord Lucan has forfook our camp. 
O'Neal. Great Heaven forbid ! the hero ſhould 
deſert, 
The thought like lightning blaſts me to the heart. 
As I rode through our lines to move this way, 
He marſhal'd forth his troops in bright array, 
And with a ſmile, which ſpoke his inward worth, 
He boldly bid them fpread their banners forth. 
This, Sir, 1 heard; then next his ſword he drew, 
Mounted his ſteed, and bid them all purſue : 
Their country's freedom, and it's ſoil redeem 
From ſervile bonds. But when he found Pd ſeen 
His forward inclinations every way, 
He wav'd his arm aloft, and bid me ſtay 
To join his party. Time will ſhew the reſt. 
St. Ruth. Thy news, like ruſhing torrents, have 
delug'd my breaſt : 
But haſte, O'Neal, my friend, and overtake 
His raſh reſolves, and for thy country's ſake, 


To his great breaſt the threatning danger ſhew, 


Entreat him, nay, beſeech him not to go, 

Bring him to Aughrim, and if - you prevail, 

When we are join'd, we will our foes aſſail. 

Do this, brave friend. with eloquence on fight, 

Whilſt in the rear I ſhall make good our fight. 
{[Exeunt St. Ruth, Dorrington, and O'Neal. 


Colonel Tatnor, folus. 


Talb. Should he deſert, ye powers! I will not ſtay, 
But like Lord Syphax bear my troops away; 
Confound the bougre, ere I do retire, 

And ſet Olympus on a flame of fire, 
For ſure the gods our ruin do decree, 


r 


ve 
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Enter Sir CHARLES Gobr zv. 


Sir Char, By the account ſhe gave, this muſt be he. 
[ Afedes 
Behold, a ſtranger kneels, and humbly prays, 
Kneels. 
That you'd aſſiſt to lengthen out his days. 
Talb. Wrap me not in confufion, but explain. 
Your wrongs, young ſoldier, and from whence you 
came. 
Sir 2 My heart, enſnar'd by love does inward 
bleed 3 6 
If Talbot is your name I will proceed. 
Talb. Strange youth, it is—ariſe, and pray diſcloſe 
[He riſes. 
With free acceſs the author of your woes. 
Sir Char. Then, Sir, to tell you all my final caſe, 
I am a Briton of a Saxon ace; N 
Sir Charles Godfrey is my lawful name, | 
My father, in our late great monarch's reign, c 


Was by a band of villains baſely lain. 


He being dead, I was of friends bereſt, 
One virtuous ſiſter only had J left, 
And ſhe is wedded, as I needs muſt own, 
To Colonel Herbert, now before Athlone. 
Thither was I going, when by chance I {py'd 
Thy daughter ſitting by a foreſt fide, 
I ftood amaz'd, and view'd her o'er and o'er, 
And as | view'd, alas! I lov'd the more; 
She ſeem'd ſo charming w my raviſh'd eyes, 
That mighty Juno hovering from the ſkies, 
Drawn by ker peacocks gay 4 the liquid air, 
Muſt yield her throne to one ſo killing fair. 
Talb. Eloquence well turn'd; young Marcus, 
what remains ? 
Sir Char.. Her beauteous charms baye ſet my 
heart on flames. 
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When on my knees I did for mercy ſne, 

Her anſwer was, I muſt appeal to you. 

Then, noble Sir, if mercy is confin'd 

Within the dictates of a warrior's mind, 

Impower this ſword to ſerve her heavenly charms, 7 
I' court her in the field by deeds of arms, 

In ſpite of death, and all it's loud alarms. 

Talb. Thy ſuit ſhall be accepted gallant youth, 
Let me inform our General, St. Ruth, 

If he receives you, then I pawn my oath, 
Win her, ſhe ſhall be your's, and blefs you both. 

Sir Char. How: ſhall my gratitude reward your 

- care? 

Talb. Follow to Aughrim, for we ſtand it there: 
By force of war make good your rightful claim, 
And wreaths of laure! for our monarch gain. 

Sir Char. Now, like the mariner, I leave the ſhore, 
And put to ſea in fearch ot golden ore, 

T hro' boiſterous ſurges plovgh the troubled main, 

*Midft rocks and tem peſts, and at laft attain 

A bay of love, and pleafure for my pain. | 
| [Exeunt. 


The End of the FIRST ACT. 


— 
—— — — ſ—m‚—— — — ——— 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


SCENE, the Plain of Augbrim at five in the 
Morning. The Iriſh Camp and the Caftle of Augh- 


rim appearing at a Diſtance. 


Enter ISMN, who fits down and ſings. 


I 


YE gods look down 3 ſee a maid, 
Es cruel fortune thus betray'd 
A ſacrifice to fate : 


—— — ——  — —ͤ— 


6'TRAOEDY/* m# 
A youth I lowe, and he is brave, 
Like mighty Mars, ordain'd to ſave, 
But yet to oaptivate. 
II. 


Come all ye nymphs, who ever knew 0 
What Cupid or his darts could do, 
Give ear unto my moan ; 
 Pitty my pain ye maids, and know 

I love, but cannot tell him ſo; 

Then melt each heart of flone. 
III. 

Immortal gods, ſome pity eu 

On conſtant lovers here below, 
Whom dangers do ſurround ; 

Let them at laſt, wwhen all is clear, 


Enjoy their love and only dear ; 
And let his joys abound. 


IV. 


But if the Powers do decree 
That I muſt looſe my liberty, 
Difirafed will I run, 
To ſeek fome diſmal fatal grove, 
There fall a victim for my love, 
And fo be quite undone. 
[She riſes and comes forward, 
Hail! ſweet Hibernia, hoſpitable iſle, 
More rich than Egypt with o'er flowing Nile; 
Fair garden of the earth, thy fragrant plains 
Are ſeats of war; and thy ſweet purling ſtreams 
All run with blood, and vengeance ſeems to trace 
The ſhiningeemnant of Hibernia's race. 


Enter Sir CARLEKS GobrREx. 


Sir Char. See how fair Venus, like the breaking 
morn, : 
With virgin bluſhes does te plains adorn, 
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The gloomy damps of night ſhe does controul, 
And darts her rays to cheer my drooping ſoul. 
Oh ! my Jemina, liſten while | ſay, 

The news I bring ſhall bleſs the breaking day: 
Apollo riſes from his Eaſtern ſeat 


To crown thoſe joys N tongue can ſcarce repeat. 
L 


Jem. What joy is 
' impart? 

Sir Char. Such as has rais'd a ſun ſhine in my heart, 
Thy gallant fire has granted all thy charms, 

With all thy heav'ns, to theſe tranſported arms. 

Jem. * name not joys like theſe for Heaven's 

ake, 
What, is not love, nay, fortune, both at ſtake? 
You ſee my country's fate reduc'd ſo low, 
To try a gameſter's chance for one poor throw. 
Sir Char. Let not a thought ſo vain as this perplex 
"The brighteſt ſtar of all thy beauteous ſex : 
For if your country ſhould in danger be, 
By Heaven! I ſwear, I'd die to ſet it free: 
Inſpir'd by you, I'd ruſh againſt my fate, 
Like Saladine, and all your foes defeat. 
Then faireſt on the earth, do not deſpair, 
For Heaven, who formed you ſo divinely fair, 
Will make your ſafety it's peculiar care. 

Jem. Forbear, Sir Knight, the language I deteſt ; 
Could thoughts like theſe inflame a virgin's breaft 
At this ſad time, when love's auſpicious charms 
Are all declin'd for martial deeds of arms? 
And at my throbbing heart there's ſomething too 
Whiſpers within, that men are ſeldom true. 

Sir — Witneſs with me, ye gods! who rule 

the ſky, 
How far my nature is beyond a lie, 
If I diſſemble, may I ever be 
A {ad example to poſterity ! 
When firſt your fair angelic form I view'd, 


The God of Love my liberty ſubdu'd, 


is, Sir Knight, you would 


\ 
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From your fair eyes be ſtole a fatal dart, f 
And ſheath'd it reeking in my captive heart; 
Nothing, therefore, can end my raging pain, 
Unleſs *. love you grant me love again; 
For if you do my fervent ſuit deny, 
I, like the Phenix, in my neſt will fey, 
Till cruel death ſhall finiſh all the ſtrife, 
And I in ſcorching flames give up my life; 
Then as my ghoſt to Paradiſe ſhall go 
I'll praife that Heav'n in you Leave below. 

em. Can flattery like this proceed from one 
Whom all my thoughts are ſolely fix'd upon ; 
Your eloquence divine my heart move, 
And now, in ſpite of virtue, I muſt love. 
Here, take my hand, tis true, the gift's but ſmall, 
But when I can, ÞI! give you heart and all. 
Sir Char. Thanks to the gods! who ſuch a pre- 
ſent gave, 

Such radiant graces ne'er could man receive; 
For who on earth has e'er ſuch tranſports known? 
What is the Turkiſh monarch on his throne, 
Hem'd round with ruſty ſwords in pompus ſtate? | 
Amidſt his court no joys can be ſo great. 
Retire with me, my ſoul, no longer tay 1 
In public view, the General moves this way. ¶ Exrun 


[4 Flourifh of Trumpets within 
Exter ST. Ruth, Doxnxixcron, and O'Ne ar. 


Se. . * Sarsfield then return'd? O bleſs the 
ay 
Draw out our troops to line the hero's way ; 
Amidft our ſhouts in triumph ſhall he come, 
Like great Emilius when he enter'd Rome 
In pomp, bedew'd with Macedonian tears. 
Dor. Behold, wy Lord, Sarsfield the brave appears ! 
C 3 


— 
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Enter SARSFIELD. 


St. Ruth. Now ſtand, diſtraction ! here thy con- 
queſt ends.  [Embracing. [ 
Thrice welcome to my heart, thou beſt of friends, 

The rock on which our holy faith depends: 
May this our meeting, as a tempeſt, make 
The vaſt foundation of Britannia ſhake 
Tear up their Orange plants, and overwhelm 
The ſtrongeſt bulwarks of the Britiſh realm! 

Then ſhall their Dutch, and Hanoverians fall, 
And James ſhall ride in triumph to White- hall, 
Then, to protect our faith, we will maintain 
An Inquiſition here, like that in Spain, 

Sars. Moft bravely urg'd my Lord; your ſkill I own, 
Would be unparallel'd had you ſav'd Athlone. 
St, Ruth. Probe not theſe wounds anew, left they 
create 
Some freſh commotions to draw on our fate ; 
But rather let us ſome example ſhew, 
And iſſue forth on the imperious foe, 
Who now comes on, like ſwelling wa ves, which roar 
To daſh on rocks, and break againft the ſhore, 
The lateſt letters from my ſpies do ſay, 
Thal. near the river Suck the Britons lay, 
Secur'd of conqueſt; and will hither come, 
Like boiſterous ſurges guided by the moon. 

Dor. There fear em not, whilſt here we lie ſecure 
As ever Guiſcard did in great Namure, 
| You ſee, my Lords, our camp on every ſide 
Ils both by art and nature fortify'd; 
| For ſituation, not a ſpot of ground 
Like this in all Hibernia can be found. 

Enter Colonel TALBOT haſtily. 

Talb. Toarms, my friends! the Engliſh are in ſight, 

And, in contempt of death, reſolve to fight, 
Deſpiſing fear, fike furies they advance, 
In open war, to dare the power of France; 
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Their echoing ſhouts the pregnant vallies fill, 

And all our works are levell'd on the hill; 

Our ſcouts no longer at this poſt can.ſtay, 

But fall like ſnow that gently thaws away. 
St. Ruth. Be it your care to march with preſent aid. 
Talb. Your orders, Sir, with ſpeed thall be obey'd. 

F Draws his Swerd, and Exit. 
* [ Drums beat within. 
St. Ruth. Come, let us arm, my friends, and at 
the head | 

Of every regiment let a maſs be ſaid; 

Draw forth our army in the beſt array, 

To try the fortune of this doubtful day; 

For ſure theſe Engliſh ſcellums, void of fear, 

Defign to force our lines, and fight us here; 

But ſhould they come, their late victorious band 

Shall fall like wheat before a reaper's hand. 

Dor. But firft, my Lord, I hold it beſt; that w 
On Kilcommodon poſt our cavalry ;/ wa. 
Behind theſe hedges let ſome forces ftand, 12 
That may the center of the bog command z- + * 
Then ſhall we ſee, for all their great deſigns, _' 
If Scanderberg himſelf dare force our lines. | 
[A ſecond Alarm within. 


Enter Sir Charles Gonperey, Ais Sword drawn 
and bloody. 


Sir Char. Arm, quickly arm, why ſtand, ye loi- 
tering here 
In cold debates, the conquering foe is near. 
Brave 3 ham's dragoon's, Sir Albert at their 
ead, | 
Have pay'd the field all over with the dead; 
| Before the gallant knight no force could ſtand, 
But all ſubmitted to his mighty hand. 
More could I ſay, but horror ſtops my ſpeech. 
St. _ 12 tell the work, young ſoldier, I - 


' 
' 
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Sir Char. Alas! my heart, I tremble to explain, 


But fince I muſt—Taibot the great is ſlain. 


Lord Portland's horſe approach'd the mortal fight 
With ſword in hand, and put our troops to flight : 
This Talbot ſaw, and, like a hero bold. 
Diſdaining life, he ſcorn'd to be controul'd, 
But, as a Mars, amidſt the throng he run, 
And there he ſtood like marble to the ſun, 
Till being flank'd and hack'd on every ſide, 
By multitudes oppreſs'd, he bravely dy'd: 
I ftrove in vain, and by his fide I ſtood, 
Till as you ſee, I dy'd my ſword in blood. 

Sars. There fell as brave a ſoul, with honor fir'd, 
As ever yet by force of war expir'd : 
Then fly to arms, and, for his ſake who dy'd, 
Purſue and charge the foe on every ſide. 

St. Ruth. Then loiter not, and ſound to arms with 

ſpeed. | 

And. ſor his ſake ten thouſand foes ſhall bleed; 
Vengeance and war, their legions ſhall devour : 
Athlone was ſweet, but Aughrim ſhall be ſour, 


"But to defeat them, with more eaſe, I ſee, 


Tis beſt we guard the paſs of Urarchree : 
Then haſte, O'Neal, and ſee the caſtle lin'd 
With muſqueteers, as we before deſign'd ; 
Draw up your troops, in order to ſuſtain 
The Briton's fire, and their ground maintain: 
You know, my heroes, I have oft embru'd 
Theſe hands in blood, and Hereſy ſubdu'd. _ 
So, on this day, Rome's banners ſhall be ſpread, 
To ſend theſe locuſts reeling to the dead, 
Our Church ſhall bleſs you, and her ſaints ſhall pray 
That we may gain the glory of the day; 
Lewis ſhall guard you, I myſelf will weild 
This ſword, and {wegp thoſe vermin off the field. 

. IExeunt. 
Drums and Trumpets within. 
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Enter ſeveral Soldiers bearing the Body of Colonel T a1.- 

2 on their Shoulders, thev lay him bloody on the 
tage. 


Enter IR MIVA. 


em. Oh !-—is he dead !—my foul is all on fire, 
Witneſs ye gods! —he did with fame expire; 
For liberty a ſacrifice was made, 7 
And fell like. Pompey, by ſome villain's blade. 
There hes a bremhleb corpſe, whoſe foul ne'er knew 
A thought, but what was always juſt and true. 
Look down from. Heaven, ye gods of peace and love, 
Waft him, with triumph, to 1 thrones above; 
And, oh! ye winged guardians of the ſkies, 
Tune your ſweet harps, and ſing his obſequies ! 
Good friends ſtand off hilſt I embrace the ground 
Whereon he lies—and bathe each mortal wound 
With briniſh tears, that like to torrents run 
From theſe ſad eyes—Ohb, Heav'ns! I'm undone, | 
[ Falls down on the Body. 


Enter Sir CHarLes GoperEY. He raiſes her. 
Sir Char. Why do theſe precious eyes, like foun- 


tains flow, 
To drown the radiant heaven that hes below ? 
Dry up your tears, [ truſt his ſoul, ere this, 
Has reach'd the manſions of eternal bliſs : 
Soldiers—bear hence the body out of fight, 
| [They bear him off. 
Jem. Oh ſtay—ye murd'rers, ceaſe to kill me quite: 
. He holds her. 


1 


2 


See how he glares !—and ſee again he flies! 
The clouds fy open, and he mounts the ſkies ! 
Oh, ſee his blood, it ſhines refulgent bright, 
I fee him yet—l cannot looſe him quite, « 3 
But ſtill purſue him on—and looſe my fight. | 
Sir Char. Patience, my ſoul, diſpel theſe guſhing, 
tears, 2 


For ſee your Godfrey by your ſide appears. 
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Jem. "Tis true, thy fight is, at this fatal time, 
Welcome as rain upon a ſun- burn'd clime:” 
But oh! my grief | need no more diſcloſe, 

You ſee the mangled cauſe of all my woes. 

Sir Char. I ſaw him plain, that is no cauſe at ally, 
For though he dy'd, he did with honor fall : 
Though like the ſun, when darkefi'd-by a cloud, 
You for a while your beauteous beams do ſhroud, 
But when th' eclipſe is paſt, and darkneſs o'er, 
You ſhine much brighter than you did before. 
Thou fair Diana !—retire with me this way, 
View there our army, drawn in pomp array. 
Amidft their ranks, inſpir'd by you, PII fly, 

So underneath thy banners bravely die: 

But ſhould. I fall beneath the force of arms, 

Let no proud victor dare to ſhare your charms, 
Rather firſt find me weltring with the ſlain, . 
Let thy blood too, like dew enrich the plain, 
To mix with mine in one united ftream. 

[Exeunt. 


The End of the Szcond Act. 


ACT. in. SCENE I. 
SCENE changes to the EncL1SH Camp. 


Enter Colonel HE AMBER T, and Colonel EARLES, with 
their Swords drawn. Colonel EAx LES fings. 


ARCH on, brave boys, make good your ground, 
M Let all your ſprightly trumpets ſound 
To arms, ond we will confound 


SE T hoſe foes to the Revolution. 


Great Mars, the.monarch of the field, 

In ſhining pomp, with ſword and fhiield, 
Shall lead us on, and make them yield 
To the glorious Revolution. 
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Our rattling guns, like peals of thunder, 

Shall fill the foe with fear and wonder, © 

To keep the Pope and Devil under, 


And ſupport the Revolutions 


May Briton's ſont the battle try, 
To make theſe tim'rous Bug- bears fly, 
Then let ench loyal ſubje@ cry 

_ Succeſs to the Rewwlution. 


| Long live great William ! may he reign 
To curb the pride of France and Spain, 
And with his conquering ſword maintain 
The glorious Revolution. - 


Thus far our arms victoriouſſy proceed, 
By whoſe great force aur brethren muſt be frees : 
For ſee, my Herbert, now the day is come 
That Britiſh arms ſhall triumph over Rome; 
Their priefthood ſhall againſt the gods exclaim, 
For in their camp — ſeems to reign. 

Her. It does, we ſhall defeat them, and may I 
In the defence of England's honor die: 
Fir'd with ſuch glory, let us meet the toil, 
And cultivate with blood the thirſty foil ; 
- Maintain our ground, nor give an inch away, 
Though ghaſtly death ſtood gaping in our way. 

, [ Exeunts, 


A Table and Chairs are fet. Fluri of Trumpets 
Enter, at ſeveral Doors, Generals GiyxLe,Ruvicwey, 
TalmasH, Mack v, and Colonel HzrBermT. 


Her. Defend great Ginkle, oh ye gods! and may 

His mighty ſword redeem our laws to-day, ; 
Gin. Hail, mighty Britons! we appeal to you, 

Whether or no, we muſt the fight purſue; 

I hold it beſt for to encamp to night, 

And ſo fall on them by the morning light; 


34 BATTLE OF AUGHRIM. 


But let us fit down here, and firſt debate 
Of proper means to poiſe the ſeale of fate, 
| ) [They all fit down: 
Now l preſent, great heroes, to your view 
The plan of Aughrim, which my gunner drew, 
Shes a Map. 
That to a hair their poſture does deſcribe, 
And ſhews their camp as it is fortify'd; 
Here, my brave ſoldiers, you may plainly ſee 
Their right extended all to Urarchree. 
Their left and center, do two miles contain, 
Extending o'er the wide P plain. 
Europe can't ſhew a ſpot thus fortify'd 
With rivers, bills, and bogs on every fide : 
Then * Lords, pronounce your thoughts on 
t. b 
Shall we decline it, or renew the fight. 

Her. My Lords, my voice was ever to purſue, 
And with our utmoſt force the fight renew ; 
Hazard was ſtill the glory of the great; 

Then Jet us fight, ſo ſhall we extirpate 

Thoſe purple flaves, who would our faith devour 

With bloody zeal, and cruel prieſtly power ; 

Subvert our laws; and make a nation bleed, 

Then think they merit Heaven for the deed; 

Let thoughts like theſe your noble minds enflame, 

To add freſh laurels to great William's name; 

Relieve your brethren, and with fame ſubdue 

Rome's wooden idols, and their monkiſh crew, 

Thoſe vile oppreſſors of our ſacred laws; | 

Then fide with me, and Heav'n will join our cauſe. 
Ruv. There now, brave Herbert, you bave touch'd 

it right ; 

But yet conſider the powers we have to fight; 

Far, by the accounts which we have lately ſeen, 

They're five and twenty thouſand, we eighteen; 

A deſperate odds, my friends, beſide the ground 

With forts and breaſtworks is beleaguer'd round; 


A TR AGE DV. 33 
A bog ſecures their van, a rivulet behind, 
Beſides the advantage of the ſufi and wind, 
Weigh all this well, then will you furely ſee, 
If we engage, we fight them one to three, 
Gin. Send for our tents, then will we lie all night 
Encamp'd along the valley in their ſight, 
That when the fable night ſhall paſs away, 
And Sol's fair chariot uſher on the day, 
When the faint waining moon ſhall be o'er run, 
Then we'll attack them by the morning ſun; 
So Heav'n, great Heav'n ſhall be divinely kind, 
To drive our foes like chaff before the wind. 


Enter Colonel EarLes. 


Earles. My Lord, this moment, as I firmly ſtood 
Lodg'd on my poſt, near the adjoining wood, 
A herald from the Iriſh camp is come , 
With ſome demands, his name 1s Dorrington. 

RE [Exit Earles. 

Gin, Conduct him here—what can his meſſage be? 
Will they draw off, and leave the country free? 
It may be fo—but ſee the embaſſage comes 


Re-enter Colonel EanLes, with DoRRIX GTO. 


Dor. St. Ruth, whoſe days be many, greeting ſends 

To General Ginkle, and his potent friends. 

Gin. His name we honor, but your meſſage ſpeak. 
Dor. St. Rath, by me, theſe juſt demands doth 
naxe yz 

That firſt you would your hereſies forſake, 

The Prince of Orange and his claim diſown, 

1 And fix your lawful monarch on his throne : 
Difband your legions, and with ſpeed become 
Submiſſive liege-men to the ſee of Rome. 

My Lord, when this is done the ſlaughter ends, 

Then ſhall brave Ginkle, and St. Ruth be friends ; 

Which if you do, my Lord, you will do well. 
Gin. I hate his friendſhip as the flames of Hell. 


. 
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Tell him, from me, his friendſhip I defy, 
My troops are brave, and on them I rely; 
Nor Spartan Cleomenes could do more, 
Nor Macedonians in the days of yore. 
My Britiſh ſoldiers, led by brave commanders, 
gn glory ſhall eclipſe your Alexanders. 
hen haſte, and let your 5 hey Monſieur know, 
By me he meets a total overthrow z , 
This day Hibernia's fortune ſhall be try'd, 
Whilſt war and bloodſhed ſhall the cauſe decide. 
Then ſhall my Enghſh handful ſurely free 
This famous Ile from Romiſh tyranny. 
Dor. My Lord, confider——and be ſincerely wiſe, 
My maſter's proffer'd friendſhip don't deſpiſe, 
Left you ſhould ſoon be forc'd to bend to fate, 
And curſe your raſhneſs when it is too late. 
Gin. Leave that, thou proud Hibernian, if you 
| dare, i 
To the deciſion of a deſperate war: 
Tell him from me once more that on the plain, 
Nassav's undoubted right we will maintain : 
To- day great Wii L1am's arms ſhall meet renown, 
Whilſt circling laurels ſhall adern his crown. 
Dor. My Lord, I take my leave, but yet ere night, 
You'll curſe your raſhneſs, and decline the fight. 
[Exit Dorrington. 
Herb. There ſpoke a Tamerlane—but riſe, my 
Lords, 
Renew the fight, and with your well try'd ſwords, 
Artack the foe, and don't defer the fight, 
Left they march off unpuniſh'd in the night. 
Gods !—ſhall true Britons tamely hold their hands, 
To fit like flaves, and hear ſuch bold demands? 
It cannot be—diſpel the cauſeleſs fears, 
Strive to retrieve the fame of former years; 
Think how our Henry taught proud France to yield, 
At Agincourt, and bravely won the field ; 
Then ſhall not we his glorious deeds purſue, 
And, ſword in hand, hy inſulting foe ſubdue. 


—— — 
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Mac lay. As Herbert ſays, ſo letus ſtraight proceed, 
By force of war to make whole thouſands bleed; 
Loiter no longer, but on St. Kuth's right. : 
Let our brave ſoldiers, with a dreadful flight 
Of leaden balls, begin the mortal fight; 
Which if they do, my Lords, the Iriſh then, 
From Aughrun caſtle will detach their men. 
So when that way ſhall be of guards bereft, 
Our right — paſs, and fo attack their left. 

Gin. Agreed, brave Engliſh, let our cannons play, 
Whoſe ſmoke aſpiring thall o'er- caſt the day; 
There let our uſeleſs ſtaff, of honor lie, | 

[ T hey throw down their Truncheons:; 
For on our ſwords the battle doe; rely. [They all draw. 
Each to his poſt, and ſee that it be fought | 
With matchleſs courage, as by Britons ought ; 
On every fide our George's croſs diſplay, 
And die each man, or eile redeem the day, 
Protect us Heaven, in thee alone we truſt, 
Proſper our arms, as this our cauſe is juſt, 
Plant thy true word once more in this poor iſle, 
Shield it from them who would thy faith defile. 
Now, my brave friends, let us the combat try, 
Na taſk is left us now, but how to die. 
Then let us fall with glory ere we yield, 
Or with a {ea of blood deluge the held. 

, [Exeunt Jeverally. 


Trumpets ſound a Charge within. Enter Lein DA. 


Lucinda. O ftay, my Herbert, I conjure you ſtay, 


Re-enter HtenBERTM, 


Herb. What would my ever fair Lucinda ſay? 
Luc. Oh, don't engage to-day, I thee defire, 
Laſt night me thought I ſaw you wrap'd in fire, 

All clad in flames, Whilſt angels did ſurround 
Your lovely form, and bore thee off the ground. 
D 
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Then I beheld thee as a cherub riſe, 
And ſoar aloft to the celeſtial ſkies. 


Herb. What means my ſoul—what fignifies thy 
dream, 


It but portends I ſhall be crown'd with fame. 


Hark—now the glorious battle is begun, 
And thund'ring cannon do eclipſe the ſun. 
The trumpet's blaſt commands me to the fight, 
Adieu, my faireſt orb, my ſoul's delight. 
I muſt not be by woman's council ſtay'd, 
For love and honor both muſt be obey'd. 

Luc. Be not too raſh, my Herbert, but allay 
My growing fears, and do not fight to-day : 


Had Cæſar liſten'd to Calphurmia's dream, 


At Pompey's ftatue he had ne'er been lain. 

The mariner he ploughs the foaming ſeas, 

And from his berque the pleafant land ſurveys, 

He leaps with joy, and to his comfort ſees 

The pregnant banks all overſpread with trees; 

Then as he ftrives to enter with the tide, 

A rock unſeen his veſſel does divide: 

So ere he can the happy port attain, 

He's ſwallow'd with his cargo in the main. 
Herb. Chear up, m ſoul, no danger I can fear, 

Our pilot from the 4 will keep us clear. 

Vou ſee the flowers, like to babes juſt born, 


az 


Dart forth their blpſſoms in the welcome morn, 


But when the joyful day is ſpent and done, 
They cloſe their pride, and mourn the abſent ſun; 


Then ceaſe your fears, no longer can I ſtay, 


My country calls, and honor muſt obey. 

Luc. Then will you go, my deareſt ſeu]? Oh, how 
Are thoſe joys fled, that flatter d me but now; 
Where are the pleaſant joys, and fond delight, 
That with ſweet raptures crown'd my bridal night; 
Where are thoſe extafies of love and charms, 
When Heaven itſelf I thought was in your arms? 
Oh, are they vaniſh'd now, and will you fly 
To meet your fate, and without pity die? 


— — — — 
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, Which if you do, this true Amazon hand 
Shall pierce my heart, and all my woes diſband. 
| * not of death, but rather view yon 
ill, Pe 
From whoſe fair fide ſweet waters do diſti], 
It's pleaſant verdant brow doth ſo invite, 
That you would fit down there, and view the fight: 
Baniſh your ſears, my love, and come away, 
And from that place you may with eaſe ſurvey, 
How Britain's genius ſhall with glory riſe, _ 
To reach with joyſul pomp the applauding ſkies. 
[ Exeurt. 


Drums within. Enter the Generals GixxLs, Macs 
KAY, and Colonel Ha RAE Rr, their fwords drawn. 


Gin. 'Tis now paſt five, and we have juſt begun 

To join the battle by a fingle gun; 

No Hackneſs can be found on either ſide, 

For through the air Death does in triumph ride : 
Our men with intrepidity adrance, 

Midſt ſhowers of balls contemn the rage of France. 
Our left have paſs'd the bog, and now aſpire, 

To gain more ground in ſpite of all their fire. 

Mac. But here, my Lord, I have obſerv'd, in ſpite 
Of all their force, our left ſubdues their right; 
For I ſurvey how they their loſs ſupply, 

And fill the ground where ſeveral hundreds lie, 
With an undaunted bravery the charge they ſtand, 
And from their right both horſe and foot command, 
Now ſhould we hold on this advantage lay, 

And march our foot acroſs the narrow way, 
There poſt themſelves, in order to oppoſe 

The main battalion of the finking foes, 

Gin. Be that committed to brave Herbert's care, 
The martial orb of - Britain's hemiſphere, 

With theſe battalions let your fame be ſhown, 
With Creighton's, en Brewer's, and your own, 


- - _ s 
A * % 
BY Pre 
— _ 
» 
— <a en. a: 3 — — = 


140 BATTLE OF 'AUGHRIM. 
Attempt the bog, and ſee your ground maintain'd, 
Till with freſh forces, — ſhall be ſuſtain'd. 


© Herb. My Lord, no further glory do I aſk, 

But meet with pleaſure ſo renown'd a taſk, 

The great command with extaſy embrace, 

Though death and ruin tare me in the face, 

| [ Fxit. 
Gin, Here we embrace, my friend, as heretofore 
| 8 [ Embracing. 

Brethren have parted, never to meet more : 

Or as two friends, who with remorſe ſurvey 

Their veſſel ſever'd on the raging ſea, 

Each gets a plank, and his companion leaves 

To the wild mercy of the raging waves; 

Ay Tong as poſſible his friend he views, 

Each forc'd, at laſt, a different fate purſues ; 

One ſinks, while t'other gains the ſhore at laſt, 

There mourns his fellow's loſs, and grieves for what 

is paſt. [ Exeunt. 


Trumpets within, 
The End of the TNHIRD Acr. 


— — —. üf——— ——.— EEE 


ACTI; SCENE I. 
SCENE, The Plain of Aughrim between both Ar- 


mies at Six in the Evening. 


Trumpets within. 
Enter ST. RuTH, and Sax$SFIELD, their Swords 
drawn, 
- Sr. RuTH. 


ORTUNE ſeems doubtful yet, nor will decide 
The victory, but favours either fide : 


Strict to the charge our ſoldiers ſtand their ground, 


Whilſt Mars, in pomp, ſurveys the battle round, 


—— 


Rules all the field like an impartial god, 

To ſcourge thoſe Britons with his martial rod. 
Sars. View how the foe, like an impetuous flood, 
Break through the ſmoke, the water, and the mud; 

They'll ſurely paſs the bog, and then contemn 
The puiſſant power of you, and all your men; 
Nor all the great habiliments of war, | | 
Nor walls of braſs, their paſſage can debar : | 
Or ſhould you legions of their numbers kill, 
Leave but a few alive, they'd rally till. 
St. Ruth. By Heav'ns ! they're brave; 'tis pity they” 
ſhould be 
Expos'd to hazard, death, and maſſacre 
Heroes they are, my Lord; and as I live, 
Were they not Heretics, I would forgive. 
But yet our holy Church doth ſo command, 
That we muſt root ſuch miſcreants off the land; 
Oh, let us then our ſoldiers animate 
To be courageous and our foes defeat. 


| 


Enter General DoxkInGToON, with his Sword drawn. 


Der. Aughrim is ours, brave Gen'ral Holftile's dead, 
Who even now Lord Portland's horſe did head, 
He that ere now, triumphant rul'd the plain 
On a proud ſteed, that did the bit diſdain, 

Drove all before him, till a lucky ball, 

Shot with good aim, from eff the caftle wall, 

Pierced bi Feull. and with the mortal wound, 

I ſaw him fall all bloody on the ground. 

St. Ruth Thanks to the gods—and all the ſacred 

F powers ! 
Heaven now is juſt—and Aughrim ſhall be ours! 
Now conqueſt chirrups in the liquid air; ons 
They fly !—purſue, and charge them in the rear. 

[ Exeunt. 


- 
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The SCENE opens, and ſeveral Soldiers enter as fun- 
ning away, with them Colonel EAR LES. 


Harles. Oh —ſtand, and bravely periſh ere you fly, 


For at the worſt, brave ſouls, we can but die, 


Then bravely ſtand your ground, and ſcorn to flinch ; 
But if they conquer ſel] it every inch. 


Enter General TA, his Sword drawn. 


Tal. Stand, cowards, ſtand—and yet redeem the 

day : 

No hopes are left you, if you run away ; 

3 your ground —ſor ſhame, maintain the 

eld; 

Muſt Britain's glorious ſons, a conqueſt yield: 

If ſo, alone I will the battle try, 

And in defence of England's honor die. 

Earles. Bravely reliev'd, and ſuccour'd juſt in time, 
When Britain's cauſe was ready to decline ; 
Herbert is taken pris'ner, and convey'd 
Back by the foe, in ſpite of all our aid: 

Twice we retook the hero, but, at length, 

They bore him from us with their utmoſt ſtrength ; 
We being ſever'd, Herbert, in the throng, 
Wav'd his great arm as he was brought along, 
And Oh! he ſaid, brave friends, be noble 111 
And in ſo juſt a cauſe whole legions kill. 

Tal. Is he then loſt, oh! my renowned friends, 
Rally again, and here their conqueſt ends; 
Renew the charge, then will you ſurely ſee, 


+ 


We'll gain the glory if you follow me; 


I'll lead you on, and yet redeem the day, 
Though troops of dæmons ſtood to thwart my way, 


[ Exeunt. 
9 


Soldiers Mauting. Enter Gixk LE, Mack and 
ERuvie xxx. 


Gin. Routed !—confuſion !—ſee our center runs, 


- Priv'n by the foe juſt even with our guns, 


— 
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Which render'd uſeleſs at the worſt of times, | 
fear the battle with the day deelines. ; | 
Never tif now, could Iriſhmea maintain 
A fight ſo bloody on a well fought plain: 
But let us yet advance, then will you find, 
They'll fly like atoms ſcatter'd with the wind: 
Jo in the Eaſt, at the approach of day, 
The ſun diſpels the ſable clouds away. 

Mar. Yonder, my Lord, amidſt the throng appears 

A gallant youth, but tender yet in years, 

His heroic actions ſhine amidſt the fight, 

For in their hoſt no hero ſeems ſo bright, 

I mark'd him well, in all his martial pride, 
Whilſt by his conquering ſword our ſoldiers dy'd, 
Curſe on the ſtripling may I never fall, 
Till with this ſword I make him pay for all, 

Ruv. My Lord, I hold it beft that now on fight, 
You detach brave Sir John Lanier from the right, 
And with precipuation on the left 
Aſſiſt our ſogt, of ſuccour now bereft. 

Shall we retreat, and with confuſion run 

From all the mighty conqueſts we have won ? 
Avert the thought—and let it ne'er be ſaid, 
That from ſo great an enterpriſe we fled; 

To ſell our holy Faith, and this poor iſle, 

To thoſe vite ſlaves, who wou'd the land defile. 
Forbid it Heav'n ! ſhall Britons tamely yield 
Their necks to bundage, and deſert the held, 
No rather let us ſtudy to be brave, 

And fall with honor, ſince we cannot ſave. 


* 


Enter Colonel EAR LES. 


Farles, For ever hail to the auſpicious day, 
Now fate is kind, the haughty foe gives way; 
Our foot has rally'd, and the ſhock maintain'd, 
And bravely has their former ground regain'd; 
Fire anſwers fire, and jupiter may now 
Decline his thunder, and this once allow, 
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In vain bis lightning iſſues from the ſky, 

For death more fure ſrom Britiſh engines fly; 
Their meſfengers of death much blood have 1pill'd, 
And full three hundred of the Iriſh kill'd. 

Ein. Then loiter not, my Lords, but at the head 
Of our few ſcatter'd troops, who lately fled, 
Renew the charge, and range the battle round, 
Attack them cloſe; and fince they once give ground, 
Vie'll ply them home——nor give an inch away, 


Then ſhall we gain the eonqueſt of the day. 
[Exeunt. 


Kettle Drums and Trumpets. Enter DoxrINGTON, 
O'Near, and ſeveral Soldicrs hauling in Colonel 
Hz RBERT 4s 4 Pri ſaner, who Jeems to make Refifi- 


anNCEs 


Dor. Yield, Colonel, yield, nor from our ſriend- 
ſhip fly, ; 
Since now no hopes of ſuccour can be nigh; 
Submit yourfelf, for ſhame nor thus upbraid, 
You are my vaſſal, fince a pris'ner made. 

Herb. Forbear t'inſult, thou proud Hibernian waſp, 
thought to have met you with a warmer graſp, 
When al! the war rank'd in it's dread array, _ 
Stood the blind fortune of this doubtful day; 
When bloody colours waver'd in their pride, 

And each proud hero did his ſteed beſtride, 
When the loud trumpets, with their ſhrill alarms, 
Made woods reſound, and ſummon'd all to arms, 
When ſoldiers marſhall'd, did the ſignal wait, 
And ſtood in order to attend their fate, 

*T was then I mark'd that bloody plume afar, 
Hearing before your mighty deeds in war, 

I, for a while, your perſon could diſcern, 


And wiſh'd to meet you ſingly, arm to arm; 

But now [| fee that war's uncertain ſcale, 
O'er weigh'd by force, has made your ſword prevail. 
Yet know, proud victor, though a captive ta en, 
regain. 


My liberty my brethren ſhall 


SA WA E. n Yr" 
Enter ST. Rur. 


St. Ruth. Fly to your poſts, be now; or never brave, 

Nor waſte your * with a captive ſlave; | 

Our camp is almoſt now. beleaguer'd,round, 

Tho” twice repuls'd, the haughty foe gains ground: 

But yet be brave, defeat them once again. 

They'll yield the battle, and deſert the plain. 
Her. *Tis falſe as hell, your effarts they'll deteſt, 

No daſtard thought can rule a Britiſh breaſt; 

My gallant countrymen diſdain to fly, 

They'd fall with honor firſt, and choſe to die. 
St. my Bear hence that captive ſcellum from my 

ight: | . 

Lodge him TR and then purſue the fight ;- 

This is no time to loſe, when in their pride, 

The enemy appears on every fide, 

_ {Exeunt Dorrington, O'Neal, and Herbert. 


Sr. RuTH ſolus. 


$:. Ruth. Bode well my heart, this pris'ner ſhall 
not live, CET | 

One minutg's reſpite-more I will not give; 

His friends come on, and, at the laſt, I fear, 

He may be refcu'd from us, and get clear; 

Then would he drown whole ſquadrons in their gore, 

And be more deſperate than he was before; 

Il hinder that, by Heaven! he ſurely dies, 

And to my fury falls a ſaerjfice. 


Exit, with le drums and Trump ets. 


7% SCENE opens, and diſcovers Colonel Henne nt 
| lying bleeding, he crawls forward te the Middle of 
the & lage. ' | 


Her. Wounded to death, but yet my heart won't 
| break, 4 a NT 
Though 1 retain ſcarce power enough to ſpeak ; 
My butchers are returned to the fight, 
Yet had not mercy left to kill me quite. 


* 
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Almighty Heaven !. victorious William bleſs, 
And ever crown his armies with ſucceſs. 
May laurels ever green adern his crown, 
And may his arms throw Popiſh altars down; 
Long may he reign, to ſhield this famous land 
From monkiſh powers, with a righteous hand; 
And, when he dies, let glorious Denmark come, 
With his great Ann, to guard the Britiſh throne. 
Grant this, ye ods! and Oh; ye powers divine! 
Prote& the illuſtrious Hanoverian line; 

May that great race of heroes rule the throne, 
Be fam'd in war, and conquer worlds unknown. 
Hear this, O Lord of Mercy, I beſeech; - 
Fain would [-more—but death juſt ſtops my ſpecch. 
Forgive my murderers as I freely do, | 
Even from my ſoul—ſo wretched 1 

| Ns Dies. 


Enter Sir CHanLEs Goprany, is Sword drawn, 
and ſpeaking to ſome within. 


Sir Char. Rally again, nor timorouſſy ſtand, _ 
Aw'd _ through fear, but charge them ſword in 
| and, - 
Follow them briſkly through the nether ſtream, 
There ply them cloſe. —But ab !—what can this 


mean? [Szzs Herbert, 


Here's murder ſure committed ! nothing lefs, 
He ſeems a noble Briten by his dreſs, 

A ſtately perſon deck'd with martlal air, 
And on his finger does a figret wear ! {Views his ring. 
O Heavens ! the fight my conſcious foul alarms ! 
This ring betrays the brave Lord Pembroke's arms! 
This is my brother Herbert, now I know ; 
Damnation be his doom who gave the blow. 

Oh, my brave Herbert, there he murder'd lies, 
Grim death and treafon clos'd the hero's eyes; 
But l'll take vengeance for his wrongs to-day, 


And blood for blood the traitors ſhall repay. 
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[ As he affers to go off, he is met hy a Ghofl, who 

' _ approathes him three ſrueral Times, euch Time 
he falls back, then ſpeaks. + 

What art thou? ſpeak! a fury, devil, or ghoſt? 

Nay, be the ſecond, then I need you moſt. | 

Or have you left a bright celeſtial] throne 

To take juſt vengeance—vengeance not your own; 

Or are you from th” infernal abyſs fled, 

To ſearch for vengeance on a murd*rer's head? 

Stand not amaz'd—fee, there brave Herbert lies, 

Murder'd and flaughter'd—Oh ! I'll ſacrifice 

A thouſand Romiſh ſouls, who ſhock'd with woe, 

Shall, bound in ſhackles, fill the ſhades below. 

Ghoſt. Be not fo raſh, wild youth, forbear, forbear, 

You judge me wrong, — for when I breath'd the air, 

Here on this earth, [ was your father then, 

But I was butcher'd by the worſt of men; 

They butcher'd me, then hid me under ground, 


| 


And to convince your eyes, behold this ghaſtly wound. 


Shews his Breaſt. 
Sir Char. O Heavens! my father !-—behold thus low 
I bend my body, and my duty ſhew. 
Ghoſt. Stand off, and touch me not, for fear that 1 
Vanith away, and from your prefence fly; 
But mark my words: The whiſtling winds did fing, 
How promp'd by love, you fought againſt your king, 
And how you would your country extirpate ; 
I hover'd down to let you know your fate. 
Sir Char. Could ſuch-rairftrifling thoughts as theſe 
entice 
A Hol for to abandon Paradiſe, 
Anſwer me this, if it be no offence, 
When thou'rt at reft, where is thy reſidence? 
For mortal men on earth are-prone to ſay, | 
Were ghoſts in Heaven, in Heaven they eee 
Or if in Hell, they could not get away. fſtay, 
G/nfl. Where viſions reſt, or ſouls impriſon'd dwell, 
By ticaven's command, we are forbid to tell; 
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But in the obſcure grave where corps decay, 
Moulder in duſt — putref away, 
No reſt is there, far the immortal ſoul _. 
Takes it's full flight, and flutters round the Pole. 
Sometimes I hover o'er the-Euxine ſea, | 
From Pore to Sphere, until the judgment day; 
Oer the Thracian Boſpherus do I float, 
And paſs the Stygian lake in Charon's boat; 
O'er Vulcan's firy court, and ſulph'rous cave, 
And ride like Neptune on a briny wave; | 
Liſt to the bellowing noe of ZEtna's flies, 
And court the- ſhades of the Amazonian dames ; 
Then take my flight up to the gleamy moon; 
Thus do wander till the day of doom: 
Proceed I dare not. or I would unfold 
A horrid tale, would make your blood run cold, 
Chill all your nerves and ſivews in a.trice, 
Like whifp'ring rivulets congeal'd to ice, 

Sir Char. Ere you depar! me, Ghoſt, | here demand, 
'You'd let me know your laſt divine command, 

Ghoft. Then mark | 
My wand'ring ſhadow, deftitute of breath, 
Is now corpell'd fo tread this orbed earth, 
And hover down, this good advice to bring, 
That you would aid your pious lawful King. 
+. Jon not thoſe vile licentious Rebels cauſe, 

ho flew thy ſether in contempt of laws; 

But mind me well. The god's do ſo deviſe, - 
That in the fight you fall a 1 
Then join the Briuth hoſt, and ſcorn, for ſhame, 
To throw ſo vile an action on your name; 
Rouſe up your native honor to your aid. 
In William's right employ your truſty blade, 
Shew your atchievements, ard the ſoe deſy, 
Then fall with honor, ſince you're doom'd to die: 
Fil hover o'er the field till join'd by you, 
Till then, my ſon, farewell—aciey—adicu. 


* ani hes. 


— 
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Sir CHARLES ſolus. 
Sir Char. Gone, and forſook mel thus what can 1 
do, 4 f 


Love bids me ſtay, and glory cries purſue. 

Which muſt I follow? here L cannot tay, 

The ſacred viſion ſaid I muſt obey | 
It's ſtrict commands then, by this Britiſh hand, 
I'll never more decline my native land, 

But join my countrymen, and yet proclaim 
Nassav's great title on the crimſon plain. 


Enter Sa RS FIELD, and DoRRINGCTOoN, their Swords 
draws: a 


Sars. Haſte, noble Knight, till we the charge ſuſtain, 

Full fifteen hundred of our foot are lain ; 
The Britiſh fire-balls ſome few tents have burn'd, 
And one large batt'ry on ourſelves is turn'd ; 
Now, gallant youth, or never, try your force, 

Sir Char. By Heavens I'll ftir not, was it ten 

times worſe! 

Long let them proſper, nor retire from hence, 
Tuß you atone for murder'd innocence. 

Sars. As Heaven is witneſs, or the conſcious ſun, 
I knew not of it, till the fact was done; 
I never could with ſuch an aR comply 
As wilful murder. 


Dor. By the gods, nor I. 


Enter ST, RUTH. In 
St. Ruth. Courage, my thrice renowned friends, 
for now 


Shall laurels bind each conquering victer's brow, * 
Once more the Engliſh infantry retreats; | 
Purſue, we'll drive them back to Dublin gates: 
Fall on my friends, a furious havock make, 

Hew down whole I but their Ginkle take; 
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Then as a terror to the following age, 
Like Ba jazet, I'll bind him in a cage. 


| Exeunt. — 
The End of the Fo uRTA Acr. 


. ³˙· w e ee 
ACT v. SCENE I. | 


SCENE, The Hill of Killcommodon. 


Enter SARSFIELD, and O'Neat, their Swords 
drawn. 


SARSFIELD. 


UGHRIM is now no more, St. Ruth is dead, 
And all his guards are from the battle fled; 
As he rode down the hill he met his fall, 
And dy'd a victim to a cannon ball: 
With him our lives and fortunes all decay, 
For now the unthinking cowards fall away. 

O'Neal. Hope now is vain, no ſucrour can be found, 

And death diſplays his ſable flag around; 
But yet forbear too ſoon to yield to fate, 
Nor ſell our lives at an ignoble rate; 

Here let us ſtand, and here attend our falls, 
As once Rome's {enate waited for the Gauls. 

.Scrs. O, my O'Neal. thou partner of my breaſt, 
Thus ſhare re [ Embraces.] for now my heart's 
7 at reſt; br 
Death now is welcome, fince I have a friend, 

And one like you. on whom I may depend: 
The chearful pelicans with vigour ftood 


To pierce their breaſts, and feed their young with 
blood, 


tk 


So ſhall this ſword unfluice each azure vein, 
To let forth blood to feed the tragic plain. 
O'Neal, Ohl name not that, my Lord, withſtand 
their pow'rs, 2 
To ſell this ſpot, which only now is ours; 
Who«alls with glory, annals do allow, 


Shares equal laurels with the victor's brow, 


Enter DoRRIN GTO. his Sword Fows. 


Dor. Haſte, noble friends, and ſave your lives 
by flight, 
For it's but madneſs if you ſtand the fight: 
Our cavalry the battle has forſook, 
And death appears in each dejeQed look, 
Nothing but dread confuſion can be ſeen, 
For fever'd heads and trunks o'er ſpread the green, 


The fields, the vales, the hills, and vanquiſh'd plain, 


For five miles round, are cover'd with the ſlain; 
Death in each quarter does the eye alarm, 

Mere lies a leg, and there a ſhatter'd arm; 

There heads appear which clove by mighty bangs, 
And ſever'd quite, on either ſhoulder hangs. 

This is the awful ſcene, my Lords, O]! fly - 
The impending danger for your fate is nigh. 


Sars. Oh ! ſpare the tale, my friend, nor let me 


hear 
A ſound ſo harth, ill- ſounding to my ear; 
Shall I ſtart back at death, and then with ſhame 
Be ever branded with a coward's name! 
Blaſt all my eonqueſts through a damn'd diſgrace,. 
Nor dare to look a ſoldier in the face, 
Then beg for charity and ſeek relief, 
Like Hanmbal the Carthagenian chief, 
Who, when by Scipio he was overthrown, 
He fled to Afric like a vagabond, 
Cloath'd as a flave, dejeRed and obſcure, 
He wander'd all alone * door to door: 
A | 


9 = 7 © BB. . 


| 
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Then ſhall an Iriſh ſoul ſubmit like him, 
To forfeit honor and renounce a King? 
No—here will | ſtand, and meriting applauſe, 
Die all alone if none will join my bu > 2 
Dor. My Lord, forbear, let not a thought ſo vain 
Within a brave Hibernian's boſom reign; 
Your life will not for liberty atone, | 
Limerick and Galway are as yet eur on; 
Then waſte not time, but now to Limerick fly, 
From whoſe =_m walls we may the foe deſy; 
Here hope. is loſt, for now upon my truth, 
Sir Charles Godfrey, that young trait'rous youth, 
Has taken part with the prevailing crew, 
And to deſtruction does our hoſt purſue, 
O'Neal. Curſe on his foul l. Oh!] may I ne'er de part, 
Till with this ſword I reach the traitor's heart. 


Enter ſome Soldiers bearing ST. RuTH gie dy on their 
Shoulders, they lay him on the Stage, and throw a 
Chak over the Body. 


Sars. There let him lie, like Pompey in bis gore, 
Whoſe hero's blood enrich'd the Egyptian ſhore 
There lies the man, whoſe deeds thall ever ſhine 
In Flanders, France, and all along the Rhine; 
But here, through raſhneſs, he eclips'd-them all, 
And by bis folly wrought Hibernia's fall, 

O. Heavns! can Nature bear the ſhocking ſound 
Of death or ſlavery on our native ground? 

Why was I nurtur'd of a noble race, + 

And taught to ſtare deſtruction in the ſace? 

Why was I not laid out a uſeleſs ſhrub, 

And ſorm'd for ſome poor l peaſant's cub, 
To hedge and plough, and with unweary'd toil, 
To cultivate, for grain, a fertile ſoil, , 

To watch my flocks, and fange the paſtures through, 
With all my locks wet with the morning dew; © 
Rather than being great, give up my fame, 

And looſe the ground I never can regain? 


— — 


— 


ie 


Dor. Forbear, victorious Sir, and leave the field, 
The earth's beſt generals have been forc'd to yield; 
Victęrious Darius was put to flight, . 

And Paulus fell at Cannze's bloody fight; 

Great Scipio was by Hannibal de feated, 

And Regulus from Carthage walls retreated ;. 

The great Goliah was by a Shepherd Main, 

And Gallic Phillip gave up Creſſy's plain. 

Theſe, mighty Sir, were heroes m tneir time, 

That did in hoſtile feats of arms ſhine. 

Then, ceaſe my Lord to Limerick fly with ſpeed, 

Nor wafte a life of which we ſtand in peed, 

But ſerve your country yet, and, void of fear, 

At Limerick gates we'll ſtop their ſwift career. 
Sars. * ſtand, my friends, and extirpate your 

ears, : 

For there the limit of your fate appears; 

But let me firſt view, with a wiſhſul eye, 

This once renowned foil from which we fly: 

So Adam when he was ſrom Eden driven, 

He yet look'd back, to view his promis'd heaven, 

Then with a ſoyl all cover'd with dipair, 

He grudg'd that paradiſe he could not ſhare, 


[4 Flouriſh of Kettle Drums and T rumpets within, 


Enter, with their Swords drawn, the Generals 
Tarimasn, Mackay, and Sir CHARLES 
GoDFREY, with Soldiers. 


Tal. * quarter, gentlemen, and yield on 
ſight; 
Or ebe vll prepare to ſtand the fight; 
Yet, pray take pity on yourſelves and yield, 
For blood enough has'fain'd the fatal field: 
Tis Britain's glory, you yourſelves can tell, 
To uſe the yanquiſh'd hoſpitably well. 
6 E. | 


3 


2 
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"TEN Urge not a thought, proud victor, 8 you 


dare, 
80 far beneath the dignity of war; 
I am à peer, and Sarsfield is my name, 
And where this {ward can reach, I dare maintain: 
Life | contemn, and death ! fecommend, 
He breathes fot vitäl air, who'll make me bend 
My neck to bondage; then proud foe decline 
The length of this, [She his Seword.] becauſe the 
ſpot is mine, 

Tal. If you are Sarsfield, as you bravely ſhew, 
You're that brave hero, whom | long'd to know, 
And wiſt'd to thank you on the reeking - l 
For that great fate of blowing up our train. 

But mark, my Lord, for what I here contend, 

- Bis Britains holy Church, I now defend, 

Great WiLL1aw's right, and Max v's crown, theſe 
three. 

Cars. Why then fall op, | Yes and James for me. 

[The Iriſh retreat fighting, and are purſued 

- 0 the Englith Party off the Stage. 


© 
* 


” 0 


Wes Enter JeminK weil d. 


Terk. When will my ſorrows give me leave to reſt? 
O happy might jt be on Godfrey's breaſt ; © 
My conſcious foul ſhould then contemn alarms, 
So might I die with pleaſure 1 in his arms. 
Yet now to find him whither ſhall I go? 
Ye God's! was ever maid reduc'd ſo tow? 
The youth, who binds my heart, in Cupid's chain, 
Has broke his vows, or is in battle ſlain. 
But, turtle like, I'll to the groves retreat, : 
There ſearch each drooping branch to find my mate, 
For there, perchance, he has been ſorc'd to fly. 
From certain fate, and bloody tyranny. , 
But fee he comes, the wor Gen [ view, 
With ghaſtly looks, and in a bloody hue, 


* 


- "A 
-. 


5 A TRAGEDY. 5 
Enter Sir Cnanres leaning on his Sword, and 
> wounded in ſeweral Parts of the Body. | 
Oh! welcome to my arms, my ſoul's delight!“ - 
* [They embrace. 
ö But Hadron my heart bleeds inward at the ſight, 
To ſee the youth I lov'd, thus bath de in gore. . 


Curſe on my ftars, for Heav'n can do no more. 
Sir Char. Ok ! my jemina; for thou once were ſo, * 
O look not on me, nor one glance beſtow : 
For know, thou fair angelſe heav'nly maid, - 
I perjur'd, damn'd, and have ay don betray'd.: 
he ſcorn of mankind let me ever be, 
Nor let bright Heav'n ſhine on a wretch like me; 
On look not down with theſe refulgent eyes, 
On a curs'd ſlave like me, who ling” ring dies, 
But rather drive me from your charming fight,, 
And blot me out from vour remembrance quite. 
Jem. Spare the ſad tale, Lcannot hear the reft, 
You are not falſe. for [ ſuppoſe the beſt. 
Sir Char. As Heaven is witngſs ſinoe the — I + 
muſk, . 
No crocodile was ever more vnjull⸗ 0 
I have betray'd thee, oh! thou 1 
Why does the earth ſo vile a monſter bear! 
Earth 'yaWn aſunder, leave the center far, 
And ſwallow me alive in damn'd deſpair: 
There, bury'd in oblivion, lie and rot, 
Diſdain'd by Heaven, and by men forgot : 
I'm curs d and mark'd by Heaven for vronging 
+ Innocence, 
And Hell itſelf muſt puniſh the dffence ; * | 
. For bound in ſhackles am I dogm'd to go 
To the dark abyfs of the ſhades below : 
Amidſt the fight I did your cauſe deſert, * 
With Britain's conquering ſons to take a part, ( 
When Heaven, which ever does the fair defend, 
In juſtice oyertook me in the enz 


*. 


| 
l 
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For as the Britons did the chace purſue, 
In the purſuit, with this; much; blood I drew, 
Which being view'd by an Hibernian Lord, 
He rally'd back, and with a brandiſh'd ſword, 
With furious force my perſon he aſſail'd, 
And his ſtrong genius o'er my ſword prevail'd. 
Then, heavenly fair, your aid I here implore, 
To lay me down, and then I'll aſk no more. 
4 He lets fall his Sword, and lies down 
on the Stage. 
My optic nerves grow dim and looſe their ſight, 
And. all my veins are now exhauſted quite; 
My limbs do fail, cold {weats bedew my face 
My life ebbs forth, and death comes, on apace ; 
T fain would live to make amends for all, 
But cannot adieu my foul you ſee your Godfrey 
_ fall. " | Dies. 
Jem. There fell as brave a youth, with fame inſpir'd, 
As ever yet a virgin's boſom fir'd, 
But ſure his ghoſt will not be ſo vrkind, ; 
To ſoar to Heaven and leave me here behind: 
No, it as jbft, ye gods, it cannot be, 
He hovers on the wing, and waits for me; 
But ſhall not long, this ends the mortal ſtriſe 
a 9 8 | [Takes up his. | 
This puts a period to my worthleſs life; 
Then after all my anguiſh, grief, and pain, 
In Heaven, my love, we'll ſurely meet again. 
Witneſs, ye gods! Jemina ſtill was true, 
And ſee what love can make a virgin do; 
Let fair Hibernia's lateſt annals tel], © 
That by the force of love Jemina fell; * 
This to my heart, ſg wretched world farewel. 
| | Stabs herſelf and dies. 


| Ente General GinxTLTE,, Marquis Ruvicny, with 
Soldiers and an Officer with Colours Drums beating. 


Gin. May all the gods the auſpicious evening bleſs, 
That erowns Great Britain's arms with ſucceſs ; - 


% 
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There let our colours rule the vanquiſh'd plain, 
As mighty emblems of Britannia's fame, 

How came this lady here amongſt the dead? 
Some virtuous maid, who for her lover bled. / 
Soldiers bear hence theſe bodies from this place. 


{ They bear off the Bodies. 


late, Officer, to bid the ſlaughter ceafe. 
- © Exit Officer. 

My brave Ruvigny, to you I muſt Aſeribe 
This glorious conqueſt; for, on every ſide, 
Thy noble preſence was to animate, 
And bravely poize the ſcale of Britain's fate. 

Ruv. O, 2 the ſpeech, my Lord, and do not 
raiſe 
Your tongue too laviſh in your ſervant's praiſe z 
For when our hoſt ſecm'd ready to diſpair, 
Some Enniſkillen forces join'd our rere, 1 
Who as brave ſouls the mighty ſhock ſuſtain'd, 
And vig'rouſly our former poſts regain'd, N 


Enter Talus and Mack Ax. with Soldiers leads 
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ing in DoRRINTON and O'Neal as Priſoners. 
9 * 0 


— 


* 


Gin. Speak, gallant foldiers, is The countr} clear ; | 


Have we no foes, nor ambuſcades to. fear ? 
Tat. Nay one my Lorg, ſave what are priſoners 
talen, | 1 => 6 
No Iriſhman"does near our camp remain; 
To a large bog their foot have took their way, 
And all their horſe have fled towards Loughrea : 


Theſe men, my Lord, as from the chace-we came, 


We foynd them lying welt'ring with the ſlain. 

Gin. Hail mighty Dorrington, thus low we bow, 
> * [ Bowing. 

Shall we diſowr the Prince of Orange now ? 

Mutt we diſband our legions, and reſtore 

Your abdicated King to rule once more? 

It could not be. I did the act diſown, 4 

For mighty William yet enjoys the throne. 
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Dor. Forbear, my Lord, nor thus inſult me ſ. 

Is this right uſage for a captive foe? * 

Had but St. Ruth ſurviv'd the tragic fight, 

To Dublin gates you would have taken flight; 

For _ proud conqueror, by your lordſhip's 
eave, we. th 

Our ſoldiers were more numerous, and as brave. & 

Gin. Reply no mores Here, ſee the priſoners ſent, 

With a ſtrong guard of ſoldiers to my tent; 

Let them be by aſunder, ul} we learn 

How we their marſhal'd troops may yet diſeern; 
[ Exeunt Soldiers with Dorrington and O'Neal. 

For by examining it may be ſound, 

How in the morn we mey the bog ſurround. 

Tal. There's none remains entire, for the night 
Debarr'd each ſoldier from his fellow's fight ; 

Ang that they might be light to run more ſaſt, 
Their belts and arms, and all away they caſt ; 
Four hundred ſoldiers we have priſoners got, 

And ſeven thouſand lyeth on the ſpat ; 

Their tents and baggage, as our Foidiers ſpoil, 
Shall be free plunder to reward their toil ; 8 
This have we gain'd, by Hea v'ns, 'tis really true, 
With all their cannon, arms, and colours too. 

Mac. To let this vict'ry be more ſignal ſeen, 
Send all their colours to the Brilih Queep, 

As laſting emblems ef their total fall, * 
To grace in mighty pomp Weſtminſter-Hall. 

Gin. It fhall be done, but till the morning light, 
Let our keree ſoldiers guard the field all night: 
Loet our ſmall arms, and our thundering cannon, 
Proclaim our conqueſt to the vanquiſh'd Shannon; 
Let Rome in filence and affliction weep, 

And let our ſhouts proclaim it to the deep. 

Tal. My Lord, the muſtar- maſter's lift does tell, 
How many Engliſh in the battle fell; 

A ſmall account conſidering what we gain, 
Seven hundred wounded, and as many flain. 
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Gin. O wond'rous God ! who can the battle guide, 
And give a conqueſt to the weaker fide, 
Sure thy tremendous hand the battle fought, 
When 1 daring foes were brought to nought. 
Now, my brave friends, here to refreſh we'll ſtay, 
Ihen next to Galway bravely poſt our way, | 
Tnere on it's walls our Britiſh flag diſplay. 
From thence to Limerick with our forces haſte, 
And in our march lay forts and caſtles waſte ; 
With fury make the gates of Limerick quake, 
With our dread cannon make it's baſis ſhake, 
Convert the garriſon to England's uſe, 
And by one mighty ſtorm the land reduce. 
Now ſpeed, ye cherubs, thro” the liquid air, 
To mighty William's court the tidings bear: 
Great Heaven once more our conquering army bleſs, 
Let Britain's army ever meet ſucceſs ; 
O'er thy poor land thy lafting truth convey, 
And guard this iſle we have redeem'd to- day. 


[ Exeunt with; Drums beating and Colour's flying. 


— 


E P I N 0 6 U . 


To be ſpoken by one repreſenting a Preſs-Maſter 
attended by Sailors. 5 | 
u Shakefpear flourifh'd in the bloom of wit, | 
Tho' crown'd with bays, no Fpilogues he writ; 
The ae "was modeſt, then no fep appear d 
To dan” plays, becauſe his laſh they fear'd, 
But aur Critics are ſo numerous grown, 
They infe the Pit, and cc erat the Town. 
"The Auther, therefore, begg'd I would flep in, 
To preſs on board all theſe who make a din. 
The Tezun can ſpare em: Then, by Fove, 1 ſay, 
Til «5 you all that dare to damn this Play: 1 4 
ol cock'd, and cutlaſs by my fide, 
T'll ſpare no Fop, ſet forth in peacock's pride, 
7% lac d and powder d, and perfum'd mol ſaveet, | 
That dares not man the' ladies, or the fleet; 
Away on board the fleet I'll take them all, | 
| The Spaniards face, and give em t'other fall; 
|, Deſtroy their navy, if they dare us meet, 
| And jorw'y their coaff, to take their filver fleet. 
| Wher great Auguſtus bids, we'll homewward fleer, 
Then court the Ladies, auen wwe all come here. 
Mean while, vel cry, as ave ride ver the main, | 
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May George and Charlotte for ever reign, 
To rule Great Britain, and it's Laws maintain. 
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